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Author's Notes: 
The quote is from Stephen Colbert. | just had to do something with it. Also inspired by this hawkinshair post. 


htps://twitter.com/hawkinshair /status/42420821 10 1818801 


‘Look, don't worry. There's no romantic interest on my part, okay? Just like you, apparently. Were just friends 
Best friends. | just love staying up late every night with you, you know, talking about things. You know. Like friends 
do, right before they go to bed And I have never imagined that at any moment, between stolen glances this could 
furn into something very real. Very special Something honest that would change our lives forever. And, when you 
aren't looking | don't stare at the nape of your neck and imagine running my fingers across it. And | definitely dont 


imagine you arching your back and whispering my name. | mean, where do you get those ideas?" 


Dave was drunk again. Whenever he has a little too much to drink, he rambles. On and on and on. He's never 
said anything like this before, though. | turned to look at him. He looked so earnest, | couldn't suppress the 
laughter that burst forth from my mouth. In the briefest of glimmers, a look of hurt and confusion flashed 


across his face. Then he recovered and forced his own laughter from his throat. 

| dumped him off at his hotel room door before continuing to my own, right next door to his. We even had 
those adjoining doors people never use. There was something swimming in his eyes when | said goodnight but | 
ignored it, chalking it up to the drink once again. But | lay in the bed, staring up at the ceiling, those words 
echoing in my brain ‘Very real, very special, something honest, change our lives forever.. 

| guess | had two choices. Ignore it, forget it, and go to sleep, knowing that, in the morning, we'd both pretend 
he didn't say anything or get out of this bed, bang on that connecting door and demand to know if he was 
serious. 

"Davel" | pounded on the door. "Dave, open the door!" | yelled his name and rapped my fists harder. 

| heard him mumble something and a door open He opened the hall door. "T?" 

"Other door, buddy.” 

There was a long pause followed by, "Where?" 


| sighed. "Over here," | called. 


When he finally discovered the door, he opened it and smiled brightly. "Hey!" He was stripped down to his 


shorts and held a can of beer in one hand. 

"Where did you get that?" 

"| have my ways" He gave me that playful indignant look 

"Come here, | want to ask you something, First of all, why aren't you asleep?" 

"Why aren't you?" He asked as | took his elbow and led him to the bed and sat him down 


"| couldn't sleep. There's something | want to talk to you about." | sat down beside him and took the can from 
him and put it down on the low dresser across from the bed. "Listen, that stuff you said before?" 


"What stuff?" 


| opened my mouth to repeat it when | could see, from his expression, he had no idea what | was talking about. 


Instead, | just smiled and patted his knee. "Nevermind, buddy." 


"The stuff about how | never look at you when you're not looking or imagine what my name sounds like in your 


whisper?" 


My mouth tell open and | stared at him, dumbly nodding. 
"What about it?" He asked, reaching for the can and taking a long drink. 


It took me a moment to recover, my heart was thundering in my chest. | licked my dry lips and stammered. 


"Did ..did you, like, mean it?" 

"Course | did” Now he smirked. "I'm never as drunk as you think | am." 
| stared at him. 

"Now, do you think you can go to sleep?" He was teasing me. 

| shook my head and cleared my throat. "Dick" 


With a little laugh, he leaned into me and kissed my cheek before standing up and wandering back to the open 
adjoining door. "Goodnight, Taylor." 


A smile slowly spread across my lips. "Goodnight, Dave." 


The door clicked softly closed and | fell back on the bed, sighing, with my arms falling open. 


